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anxiously out of the window. Wet flakes of snow were
falling in the darkness.
"Remember the Prozorovs?" asked Yegor.
He sat with his legs widespread, noisily blowing his tea.
His face was red and moist and contented.
"Yes I do," said the mother musingly, sidling up to the
table. She sat down and looked at Yegor sadly.
"Tck-tck! That Sasha! How will she ever reach town?"
"Shell be tired," agreed Yegor. "Jail hasn't done her
any good.  She  used  to be stronger.  Besides,  she was
brought up for an easy life. Seems there's already a spot
on her lungs."
"Who is she?" the mother asked softly.
"Daughter of a country gentleman. Her father's a pig,
according to what she says. Did you know they wanted to
get married, mother?"
"Who?"
"She and Pavel. But as you see, nothing comes of it,
When he's out, she's in jail, and vice versa."
"I didn't know," said the mother after a pause. "Pavel
never talks about himself."
Now she felt all the sorrier for the girl, and turned to
her guest in an involuntary burst of displeasure.
"Why didn't you take her home?" she said.
"I couldn't," he replied simply. "I have a lot of things
to do here in the settlement—from early in the morning
111 be going from one place to another, and that's not easy
for a man as short of breath as I am,"
"She's a fine girl," said the mother, her mind occupied
with what Yegor, had just told her. She was hurt to think
she had learned this from a stranger rather than from her
son, and so she frowned and bit her lips*
"She is," nodded Yegor. "I can see that you feel sorry
for her. No sense in that., Your heartll give out if you start
feeling sorry for all us rebels. None of us has a very edsy
life if the truth be told. One of my comrades just came
back from exile. When he got to Nizhni-Novgorod his
wife and child were waiting for him in Smolensk, but

